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	1. Chapter 1

Sam glanced at his brother for the hundredth time and found him the same as he was for the past 700 miles. White knuckles clutching the steering wheel , clenched hard jaw line, eyes dead and totally focused on the road. He sighed he couldn't for the life of him figure out what was wrong with Dean now. They had just came back from a simple hunt (simple for their standards anyway) and he checked Dean personally for any hidden injuries because the way he was acting right now is exactly how he deals with pain but he was fine nothing bleeding or broken . Plus Dean was acting like that for about 2 weeks now so Sam was sure it is not physical pain his brother was suffering from. He sighed again and wished for a second that it was, because getting his brother to talk about what was really bothering him is going to be way more difficult than dealing with broken bones.

"Hey Dean could we stop in the next town. We are both beat man"

"I am fine" Came the automatic response

"Well I am tired and hungry at least let's stop for a bite to eat"

"Ok fine, stop being a bitch about it"

"Jerk" Sam replied without thinking

They saw the exit for the next town a couple of miles later and Sam watched with relive as Dean took it and started slowing down.

God he was tired the constant pain was getting worse every second. Dean was doing everything he can to seem normal. He could feel his brothers eyes on him and knew that Sam was getting suspicious. He would have to come up with something to convince his brother that he was ok because under any circumstances Sam cannot know the truth about what was really going on.

"Hey there is a motel 3 miles down that road, take the next left"

Dean compiled without questioning his brother and that bothered Sam even more

"Yeah there"

It was a nice enough place and Dean parked the car next to the diners entrance. They got a booth and almost immediately a blonde waitress provided them with a couple of menus and a bright smile

"Hello gentlemen Welcome to Maisy's how may I help you today?"

"Coffee black and keep them coming" Dean replied

Sam looked at Dean with worried eyes they will have to talk about it really soon. Dean not eating is a very very bad sign.

"Just give us a minute please" Sam said to the waitress trying to dismiss her to have a moment with his brother. When he didn't feel her move he looked at her and found her staring at Dean with a weird look in her eyes and what was even more concerning is that Dean suddenly found that the diner's table was very interesting. He was staring at it and clutching it with white knuckles again. " If you just leave the pot that will be fine" Sam tried again with a bit of force in his tone. That finally got the waitress attention and she left the coffee pot and turned quickly away from the brothers.

"What was THAT ?!"

Dean didn't answer and he kept his head down. He was trying very hard to calm his breathing. A wave of excoriating pain was trying to swallow him whole and he needed to calm down right now.

"Hey Dean, Are you ok man you just turned really white?"

"I am fine" Dean tried

"No you are not fine something is going on and I wanna know what"

"I have no idea what you are talking about" This is good the conversation was giving him something else to focus on

"yes you do something been up with for like 2 weeks now ever since that windego hunt"

"Oh not this again I told you nothing happened"

"Yeah and I told you I didn't believe you and I still don't "

"Well it's not my problem that you are paranoid"

"I am not paranoid Dean something is going on with you. We have been in like 100 hunts in the past couple of weeks you are running from something you barley eat and you didn't even notice that the waitress was giving you a really wired look"

Suddenly Dean snapped his head away from Sam and it took Sam a minute to figure out that his brother was now staring at the waitress they were talking about. Before he could figure out what the hell was going on his brother suddenly Screamed "NOOO" his eyes rolled in his head and he was out cold.

"What the hell? DEAN , DEAN" Sam crouched next to his brother trying to wake him up. When he didn't respond Sam raised his head looking for whatever might have caused this. That was when he saw a group of people gathered around the same waitress from before and he saw with shock that she was out cold too. Someone was trying to call 911. _Ok he needs to get out of here like NOW_.

"Hey FBI, " Sam said flashing his fake badge "I am going to the hospital please just get her to the car and I will take them both" He addressed the 3 men who were gathered around the fainted waitress. They complied and started to move while he got a hold of his brother grabbed the keys and started moving toward the Impala. In like five minutes he was able to get a room and get his brother on one bed and the waitress on another and then took another five minutes to run all kinds of tests on the weird waitress who just happened to faint the same moment his brother did. To his relive or (maybe disappointment) she was clean no reaction to holy water , iron or silver. He sat on his brother's bed trying to figure out what happened was she some kind of physic that harmed his brother some how

That's when she waked up suddenly gasping for air.

"Hey, Hey Take it easy just breath" Sam tried.

"Fuck, That hurts"

"What hurts?!"

"Him, His head hurts"

"What ?! Are some kind of psychic? you can see inside his head?"

"I didn't mean to go this deep I really didn't "

Sam drew the gun from his pocket "Ok you have got 5 seconds to tell me what the hell you did to my brother or I am going to start shooting"

"Whoa, Whoa calm down Sammy I am not the bad guy here"

"It's Sam and how the hell do you know that any way"

"It's what he calls you. Sorry.."

"Ok start talking"

She took a deep breath and started "My name is Hailey Anderson I am telekinetic and I am working a case in this town when you both walked into the diner that I was taking a cover as a waitress in, I heard you talking and I knew you were hunters too I just had to be sure so I wanted to take a peek but that head. It's just so shut so that got me angry and I pushed harder nothing would have happened if he …"

"You pushed harder.. Is that why he won't wake up ?!" Sam said angrily and took a step forward

"Oh he has been awake for a few minutes now he is just working on his walls again like I would ever try getting in that damn head of his"

"Would you shut up ? haven't you caused enough trouble already ?" Dean mumbled, His eyes weren't even open yet.

"Dean ?! Are you ok ?"

"I am fine Sam"

"You were out for like 15 minutes. What happened ?"

"Nothing I just needed a minute "

"Since when do you need a minute to hide something from me or build your damn walls, you do it so enough it's like breathing for you now I can barely realize it anymore"

"I wasn't hiding anything , I just needed a minute Sam. The bitch was inside my head"

"Right, like that could put you down for this long, she is just a physic. What are you trying to hide from me now Dean?"

"You have been working together for so long haven't you" Hailey was looking at them both with a fascinated look in her eyes.

"Yeah I know all his shit and it's not the first time he tries to keep something to himself, His inability to share anything real is unparalleled by anyone in the universe but that's ok most of the time I know about it any way he is the only one that feels the need to go through the motions"

"Oh so you knew about the curse?" Hailey asked

"What curse?"

"Damn it haven't you cause enough trouble already?!" Dean was starting to really hate this check.

"I am sorry I thought he knew about it plus it's been like 2 weeks"

"He didn't need to know about anything it will be over in like 3 days, I already took care of it"

"But he can help"

"He doesn't have to"

"He is right here and he wants to know what the fuck is going on" Sam came between the two of them and directed his talk to Dean

Dean took a step back trying to calm down it was all out now, and his brother had this stubborn look on his face that says he will not rest until he gets what he wants. What the hell was he going to do now ?!


	2. Chapter 2

Dean looked at his brother. There was nothing he could do now. He had to tell Sam the truth. He didn't want to burden his brother, God knows he has enough on his plate with the demon blood and the visions and the whole mess that were their lives. He really didn't want Sam to know how messed up he really was. How was Sam supposed to trust him to protect him if he knew how messed up he really was? .He should have been able to handle this on his own. He was doing fine too wasn't he?!. But now his brother was staring at him looking hurt and Dean could never stand that look on Sam's face.

Dean took a deep breath and started "Remember the twin windigos we took care of about 2 weeks back"

Sam Frowned trying to bring back the details of the case " yeah, we thought it was weird that they hunted so close to town and that there was 2 of them working together. Windigos don't usually do either of these things"

"yeah well turns out there was a witch involved and she was using them to settle her scores"

"How do you know that?"

"After the hunt I was down and you went to cover our tracks she paid me a visit and told me"

"You were attacked by a witch when you were already concussed and had 4 bleeding tears in your back "

"yeah well I was fine. I took care of her "

"But not before she casted a spell on you ? " Sam said starting to get the picture

"Yeah she got in when I was down and she was pissed because we killed her puppets and while she was babbling I was able to get my gun but my aim was kind of screwed and I only got her in the chest so she started laying the curse before I was able to take her out "

"and it didn't occur to you that the curse was fatal or that she could have some other witch keeping an alter going or.."

Dean interrupted him "It is not fatal Sam and it is not permanent , its just a time curse Sam it will where off"

"you don't know that "

"Yes I do"

"No you don't whatever it is it is obviously putting you in a lot of pain and it could drain you and kill you before it is over "

"It won't Sam I can handle this"

"How could you be so sure? "

"Because I had it before ok! "

"What?!"

Damn it he didn't want to say that out loud. It was in the past and it needed to stay that way. But his brother was always able to make him do things he doesn't want to do. Lately even though he was doing it for Sam it always ended being the wrong thing Sam was already stressed and on edge because of the visions and the stuff he has been through there is no need to add to that pile of shit.

So Dean tried his best back tracking move. He put on his big brother voice and said "Sam just trust me on this I am fine this curse is nothing I can't handle it is not going to kill me and will wear off soon"

Sam's head was buzzing and he was on the edge of a panic attack seeing Dean collapse so suddenly and now finding out that he was cursed for the past 2 weeks and he didn't even know about it. There was so many questions he wanted to ask. So many things he wanted to say to his brother but first things first. He took a deep breath to calm himself

"What exactly is this curse anyway?"

"It's nothing .. The bitch was just desperate"

"It's an emotional pain curse"

Both their heads turned to Hailey. They have forgotten she was even there

"What does that mean exactly?" Sam asked Hailey maybe he could get something from her because apparently his brother was still in his stubborn mode.

"It doesn't mean anything" Dean tried to regain some control on the quickly spiraling situation

They both ignored him "Basically it intensifies his feelings wither they are good or bad if he needs the people he love to be around this need gets 10 times worse if he is hurt emotionally by someone or some event that happens in the past that also get multiplied until it reaches the point of physical pain. It differs from one to another I have never seen anything this bad before though . it could either be too much for the person to endure or it could suffocate those around the person and.."

"Stop it. It is not that bad" Dean rounded on Hailey trying to shut her up

"Not That BAD! Are you insane?! I was in there Dean I saw inside you and one glimpse made my heart almost stop ! you were living with it for weeks"

"I was handling it just fine"

"I seriously doubt that, You are a mess and why even bother he is right here. He could help"

"Because he doesn't trust me."

Dean's head whipped to Sam so fast it almost pooped his spine. Sam looked at him with hurt in his eyes " He thinks I won't be able to handle it, he is not just afraid that I will leave he thinks I will."

Dean watched his brother and saw the deep sorrow fill his eyes and it killed him whenever Sam looked at him like that it just kills him

Dean tried "that's not what this is about"

"Then what is it about why didn't you tell me about it. I could have helped you could have saved you a lot of pain"

"You didn't have to"

"How would you feel if the situation was reversed. Ha! Dean would you be happy if I kept something like that from you"

That stopped Dean short. He had nothing to say to that. Sam took this opportunity and pressed on "Right.. you would rip me a new one if I even attempted to pull something like that on you"

"It is not the same. I .."

"Oh here we go again same old crap I am your big brother it's my job to protect you. What about you Dean whose job it is to protect you ?

"Sam .."

But Sam ignored him and turned to Hailey again

"What do I have to do ? how can I stop this ?"

"He was right about the time thing it will were off in like 3 days"

"but I could make it easier right the pain it doesn't have to be that bad"

"SAM .. " Dean tried to gain the attention of his brother again this has to stop

"you don't get a vote in this Dean whatever it is I am going to do it"

"No Sam you won't I told you I am fine and damn it I will not put your life in danger for this" Then he turned to Hailey "and you stop it right now don't you have a hunt to continue leave us alone why do you care any way. This is my problem and I will take care of it now both of you just SHUT UP AND DROP THIS ".

"Sorry Dean .. This is for your own good" Haily said and raised her hand and Sam had to jump to catch his brother before he hit the floor

He turned to Hailey "What the hell did you do to him?!"

"Don't worry Sam he is just resting .. Now we can focus on how to help him."


	3. Chapter 3

Sam was completely baffled. Who was this girl? Why was she interested in them anyway? He didn't know a lot of telekinesis people but still this is a bit odd. Some random girl was interested enough to look inside his brother's head and now she seemed like she wanted to help him even when he clearly didn't care for it. He started with the most obvious one.

"Who are you?!"

"I am just someone who could help"

"Why?!"

"let's just say I had my share of stubborn people who refuse the help when it right there and it is starting to piss me of"

"You have a big brother too"

"I _had_ a sister" her voice turned very bleak .

"Sorry I didn't mean to intrude."

She didn't answer right away. Her eyes were far away and filling rapidly. She regained her composure quickly though .. took a deep breath and said "Doesn't matter .. let's just focus on your brother"

"Right .. so what exactly is going on and how can I help"

"This curse it turns emotional pain into physical pain it brings up all the buried crap and makes the person keep his focus on it 24/7"

Damn that was bad his brother was the master of buried crap.

"See what actually hurts about these emotional wounds is the shame. You keep hiding it and shoving it down bury it under other crap because you think you don't have the right to feel like that it is not that important so it just festers inside gets mangled but if it was acknowledged if it was given patience and acceptance it won't be this bad. So you need to give him that because apparently he can't give it to himself "

"No Dean was never good in looking after himself .. so how can I do that"

She looked at him like she was trying to see what he is made of for a moment and I asked "How do you feel about your brother?"

"He is my brother I would do anything for him"

"yeah I can see that .. I am not talking about loyalty I am talking about love , do you love him? Do you like who he is as a person"

He looked at her and started to answer immediately .. but then stopped for a second . Sure if you asked him if he would die or kill for his brother he would not even blink he would do it in a second hell did it before. Dean did everything for him he sacrificed everything and there was not a doubt in his mind that if he asked his brother for whatever he would move heaven and hell to get him what he wants. It has always been like that. This part of Dean he knew very well the part that took care of him and protected him his whole life the part that through all the crap was still capable of caring and loving. What about beyond that what about the boy who lost his home lost his mother when he was way too young. The child who at four was taking care of his whole family trying everything to keep them as happy and safe as possible under impossible circumstances. The man who spent his entire life trying to do the right thing sacrificing his safety, his sanity to save people from all kinds of nightmares. The guy who eats too much, parties too much and drinks way way too much. The man whose life with filled with sorrow and was still here still fighting still trying to do the right thing for a world that is going crazier and crazier every second. A man after all that he went through he still thinks that he is unworthy that he doesn't deserve the love and acceptance of his own brother . Yeah, he knows his brother and that man was worthy of not only his loyalty but his love as well he deserves everything.

Hailey watched the emotions playing on his face heard the echo of it in his thoughts watched the look of admiration reaching his eyes "Looks like all you needed was a reminder of who your brother was .. Now you have to fight to tell him what I can clearly see in you"

"That's not gonna be easy listening to me isn't exactly one of his strong suits "

"But he does listen"

"Yes, Yes he does" cause what could possibly say love and understanding more than listing to the other when it goes against your own believes.

"You have to understand that if you choose to go down that path with him it is going to get much much worse before it gets better .. you are going to have to go through everything bring it all up acknowledge that he has a right to be hurt over the stuff that he went through and that does not make him weak or unworthy and you have to do that while dealing with the physical implications of it all"

"Meaning ?"

"it changes from one person to another it could be anything from a mild fever to a deep gash on his side it depends on how his mind works and how far this goes"

"Great .. so I have to make him talk about what is hurting him make him accept that he has the right to feel the way he feels and that I am here for him no matter what all while watching out for deep gashes on his side or worse .. Piece of cake "


	4. Chapter 4

Sam clicked his phone shut. _Well, that went well, _his call with Bobby was both reassuring and frustrating. Bobby confirmed that Hailey Anderson was a legit psychic and that he can trust her. Then went on and on about not paying enough attention to his brother. _Yeah, like he hasn't tried_ But that's Bobby for you he wouldn't be himself if he wasn't grumpy about something. He also was always closer to Dean. Sam never felt bad about it though Dean deserves to be everybody's favorite.

Hailey has left about 15 minutes ago with a long list of instructions on what he has to do next. She told him that when his brother gets up he needs to start talking to him. He needs to make his brother confront his pain and try to accept that he has a right to feel that way, that it's ok and that it will not change how Sam sees him. She also gave him some herbs that can calm Dean down and a spell that could connect Sam to his brother. If it was done correctly the spell would enable Sam to actually share the load of whatever Dean is carrying. That way it wouldn't be so overwhelming for Dean and it could break the curse. She said to not use them unless it is an absolute must but Sam was not someone to disregard a helpful tool whatever it was. He tried to ask her about the hunt that she was already in town for, tried to offer his assistance but she just said

"I can handle this one. The world can be safe for a day without the Winchesters. You just look after your brother" At which he smiled and thanked her. Then they said their goodbyes.

He was just finishing up preparing the soothing herbs when Dean started to wake up. From the looks of it something was still hurting him.

"Hey Dean, take it easy man" Sam said as he came to Dean's bed with the cup of herbs held out

"Here try this; Hailey said that it could help"

"I don't want anything from her. What the hell happened anyway?"

"Come on don't be like that. She was just trying to help"

"By knocking me out?!"

"She just gave you some rest man, I haven't seen sleep that deep once since this whole thing started"

"I am fine"

Sam took a deep breath trying to stop his rapidly growing annoyance. It won't do them any good if he just knocked Dean out again.

"Just please drink this" Sam pleaded trying to give Dean his best puppy dog eyes. Yeah he was going to use everything he had. Dean grimaced and looked at his brother damn it, the eyes were out, he had no chance what so ever.

"Fine, let me have that" he said as he was trying to sit up so he would be able to drink the damn thing. He was half way there when he felt this blinding pain in his chest and gasped before he could stop himself. Sam was there in second

"What's wrong?"

"Nothing I am fine"

"Dean …" he didn't say anything else his voice said it

"I think I probably cracked a rib or something"

"When did that happen?" He helped his brother lean on the headboard.

Dean was quiet for a long moment and Sam thought that he was going to brush it off again but then he said in a small voice "Yesterday "

Sam took another deep breath and in a barely controlled voice he said "You drove like 8 hours today. Are you telling me you had a broken rib the whole time?"

"Probably just cracked"

"So not the point"

"What is your point?"

Sam through his hands in the air "Just why...why Dean? Why don't you ever talk to me? Why is it that hard for you to trust me? What did I ever do to deserve this?"

"You didn't do anything and I do talk to you Sam. Maybe not as much as you would like, cause you are a giant girl, but I talk to you. You are the only person that I talk to for days at a time"

"That's not what I am talking about and you know it"

"Then what are you talking about?"

"I am talking about the carp that bothers you. About whatever hurts you or burdens you. Dean you were cursed and in pain for 2 whole weeks and didn't even think to let me help you didn't even tell me, man"

"It will wear off Sam"

"No it won't because we are going to deal with this shit right now"

"What?!" A very very dreadful feeling was starting to build inside Dean now.

"You heard me, we are going to deal with whatever the hell is eating at you and making you break a fucking rib" yep red alarm lights flaring all over.

"Sam we don't have to do this"

"Yes, we do "

Now Dean was completely freaking out, like full on panic attack mood. Sam had that stubborn _I am not gonna leave this until it's done_ face. And that was never ever a good face cause Sam could be like a dog with a bone when he wanted.

That doesn't mean that he's not gonna try " Sam I am fine, this curse will wear off soon and if we tried to dig that shit up you don't know how it's gonna affect either one of us"

"I talked to Bobby and he confirmed what Hailey already told me. Yes it is a time curse but it could put you through much more pain than what you are experiencing now. If we try to talk about it, the curse could be over in like 2 hours or we could use the spell"

"What spell?!"

"Hailey gave me a spell that will basically enable me to connect with you spiritually so that I would be able to ease the burden from you"

Oh crap this was like his worst nightmare, These spells always meant trouble and Sam could get hurt from it "Oh .. Hell no"

"Dean .."

"NO .. NO and Noooo do you hear me Sam. You are not trying anything like that "

"Why not?"

"These spells are DANGROUS Sam. You could get stuck in memory and never get out, your brain could freeze in a moment of panic that is not even yours to begin with, you could .. "

"I am willing to take that chance"

"Well I AM NOT, THIS IS NOT GOING TO HAPPEN"

Sam was screaming now, he had had enough of this "WHY WONT YOU LET ME HELP YOU?!"

"BECAUSE YOU WOULD NEVER TRUST ME AGAIN"

They stared at each other for a long time, breathing hard, glaring at each other. Sweat was breaking on Dean's forehead, He tried to breath, tried to calm down his beating heart. His walls were breaking down and he was really hoping that that would be enough. That at least now Sam would consider backing down from this. He can't let his brother do this stupid spell. How would Sam trust him? How could anybody trust him? How could anybody trust a man who was that weak? How could anybody trust a broken man with nothing to hold him together but his tough shell? Who would he be without that shell? Who would he be without all the bravado, the unbreakable strong hunter show that he puts on for everyone around him? Especially his little brother, Sam has to believe in Dean's strength. He has to believe that it will always be there so that he can draw from it whenever he needs to.

Sam just kept staring at his brother. He looked at his hunched up form trying to wrap around himself and he was maybe starting to get the picture. This wasn't a trust issue, it never was. This was about his brother always burning, always painful, always present insecurities. All his life Dean never had someone to make him believe that he is worthy. He never had the kind of love only a parent can give a child. The kind of love that says I will love you no matter what you do or how you act or how your life will turn out to be. I will always be there for you. Sam had that, he always had that in his brother but Dean never did. Every member of his family had abandoned him at some point including Sam himself. The familiar guilt started to creep up on him but he had to keep his focus on his brother.

"I would never stop trusting you" Sam said softly

Dean looked at him with sadness in his eyes "You don't know that"

"Yes I do, there is nothing you have in you that could make me change my mind"

"I wouldn't bet on that, you don't know how messed up I am"

"Then tell me" Sam was not going to let this go ever.

"Sam .. I know that you want to help and you are. Trust me you are helping just by being you"

"See that is what I am talking about I would never have to pretend anything in front of you, there are no barriers, no walls for me to hide behind. You know everything there is to know about me and that is one of the corner stones of my life, one of the very very few constants that I have. I just want you to have that too"

Ok maybe he needs to approach this from another angle "What if you weren't able to do that anymore?"

"How could that possibly happen?"

"It could happen if you saw me differently "

"Even you can't change what took a life time to be built"

Yep, dog with a bone "ok, how about this. I will make you a deal. I will give you two hours where you can ask me anything you want anything at all and I will answer truthfully, if you promised never to use the spell that she gave you AND drop the whole thing no matter what the outcome of these 2 hours would be"

Sam was considering it. Two hour with his brother giving him straight answers can do wonders between them, on the other hand what if it hurts his brother more than help him what if it wasn't enough. He started to negotiate

"Four hours "

Dean smiled his brother was never one to refuse an offer "Nope, too long just two hours nonnegotiable" his brother could find out anything he wanted to. Four hours in his hands would be lethal

"What if you got hurt? And we have to go on "

"You would have to drop it no matter what"

Damn, Dean was always hard to bargain with. He just wouldn't budge. Two hours of honestly with Dean was very alluring though and he could prepare himself to hit on the topics that he knows could have the most impact. Maybe this was the easiest way to help Dean and let him see that he could totally open up and that Sam will always accept his pain no matter what it is.

"Ok, Deal"

Dean let out a breath that he didn't know he was holding. This was good, He would be honest with his brother because he promised him that but at least this way he had control on what to say and how to say it. He could convince his brother that while yes he may have some shit to deal with he was still trust worthy, he was still capable of taking care of Sam.


	5. Chapter 5

When Dean stayed quite Sam asked "So do we start now?"

"There is no time like the present"

Sam was starting to doubt the whole thing. Where was the light voice coming from? Then his brother tried to move and hissed in pain. "Why don't we wrap that thing first, and you could tell me about any other injuries you have." He continued when he saw the look on his brother's face. "Before you start, No our time hasn't started yet. When I am done with you, you can set the phone"

Dean had to give him at least that. Sam went to his duffel and came back with the first aid kit that he always kept there. He lifted his brother shirt off him and started to run his fingers on his chest to find out which rib was giving his brother trouble. "Ok there are 2 cracked ribs but I don't think anything is broken"

"Told you"

"You still shouldn't have driven that long Dean"

"Whatever"

Sam ignored his brother for now and picked up an elastic ace bandage from the kit and sat Dean up then started to wrap his chest. When he was done he took out an ice pack and held it on the injured side "Keep pressure on that". Dean complied. Sam then turned to his brother shoulders and was surprised to see a bandage that he hasn't seen before already on his brother left upper arm. He pointed to it and asked "And this is …"

"Three days ago nothing serious just a couple of stitches"

Sam sighed but didn't comment. He removed the bandages and checked the stitches as usual his brother medical abilities were on the professional level so he just cleaned it again and put fresh bandages on it. He examined his brother's entire body for any other injuries but fortunately there was nothing else to add to his list. "Ok I am done, let me just re heat these herbs and after you drink it all we could start"

"Dude, this thing tastes like ass"

Sam smiled fondly at the childish comment. Dean could be adorable sometimes "you don't know that just try it. I think it would help"

"Ok fine, but you owe me big, next town I am making you eat the greasiest burger I could find"

"Whatever you want Dean, Here drink"

Dean took the cup from started to drink. Yep definitely ass "Damn it "he yelled when he finished the whole thing.

"Good boy"

Dean didn't dignify that with a comment he just griped his phone set the timer for their 2 hours and said "Ok Sammy, shoot"

"Ok let's start with an obvious one, Mum"

Sam watched his brother closely he knew how Dean gets whenever they talk about their mother, but his time was limited. Dean was not surprised, he did expect that one but that doesn't mean that it hurts any less "What about her?"

"Do you still miss her? How do you feel about her after all this time?"

"Yes I still miss her, all the time. She was taken from us way too soon and there isn't a day that goes by that I don't miss her in it." His eyes went a little distant "She was an amazing mum. She used to sing Beatles all the time, baked the most amazing apple pie ever and smelled like jasmine." He signed and seemed to get back to here and now. "But all that was a long time ago and I learned to live with it "

"Really! How? How do you deal with this kind of sadness?"

"It is not that big a deal Sam I have stuff to do I can't afford to focus on that"

"Did you have time before when you were still a kid? Did you even cry for her Dean?" Sam asked almost sure that the answer was No. whatever Dean had to do now he started doing it when he was way younger and more vulnerable than he is now.

"What do you want me to say man? Yes it sucks and yes I miss her but I am not going to sit in a corner and cry about it or about the fact that I couldn't save her"

Now there was guilt too, He really shouldn't be surprised by this "How could you Have saved her Dean? You were 4 years old"

"I was there I could have called dad earlier I could have drawn the demon's attention to me I could have stayed instead of running away with you .. I "

"You were following dad's orders .. we would have both burned in there if you didn't run. You saved me."

"I could have done more and .."Dean stopped suddenly and his breath hitched. A pain just exploded along his arm "SON OF A BITCH"

Sam watched with his own eyes as a wound that looked like it was being done by a not very sharp knife started to cut into his brother arm. Damn it, this thing was fucking powerful. He remembered Hailey's words his brother's pain needs to be acknowledged and accepted but first maybe he should try convincing him that he at least shouldn't be feeling guilty about it.

"Dean…DEAN look at me man, look at me… what happened to mum was not your fault you were just a little kid. Hey keep your eyes on me Dean" He was trying desperately to make his brother understand, to try and ease his ever consuming guilt. "What if that happened to Andrea? Would you have blamed Lucas for that?"

Dean looked at his brother then "Lucas ?! you mean The boy from the lake?" he said with confusion.

Sam was glad Dean seemed to focus on him instead of the wound that was still happening it was cutting towards his elbow "yes the boy that you saved from the ghost in the lake, Would you have blamed him for a second if his mum got killed in the tub by the ghost?"

"No of course not he was just a kid. He had a rough time already"

"He was older than you when mum died"

"it's not th .."

Sam didn't stop there he could see that he was starting to reach his brother but he needed another push "Do you blame me?"

"Are you insane? of course not you were just a baby."

"She died in my nursery"

"That doesn't mean anything"

"Exactly, This was done to us by the evil out there. It was nobody's fault but that freaking demon. You were just a kid Dean and you already did more than anyone could have done that night. No one in the history of ever is blaming you for that ok. If they did they would have to answer personally to me. Got that"

Dean looked at Sam. He wanted desperately to believe these words. To have a little rest from the guilt that was always eating at him. The guilt that was so part of him now that he could taste it with every breath he took with every one of his heartbeats. He wanted to believe that maybe there wasn't anything he could have done differently that night. Maybe not everything that was wrong in his life happens because it is his fault. Maybe ….

Sam took advantage of his brother's silence "Listen to me Dean please, there was nothing you could have done. Nothing what so ever, you just miss her man. From what you have told me, She was an amazing Mum. She was taken from us way too early and you have every right to feel sad about it from time to time.

Deans breath started to feel a little calmer. Sam kept going "Feeling sad or hurt about it even after all this time doesn't make you weak Dean on the contrary it means that you are strong enough to feel sad and still go on and try to do the right thing, try to live your life man"

Dean was so desperate, so ready for any kind of comfort that his brothers words started to feel like a cold sip of water on a burning day in the desert sun and he was drinking it greedily

"Dean… Look " Sam was pointing at his arm and not only did the wound stop bleeding, it was starting to turn to this faint pink color of healing.

Dean was surprised. This was actually working "Would you look at that? Do you think that did the trick?"

"I don't know. How do you feel?"

"I am fi…" He stopped himself. He promised his brother complete honesty. The two hours were not up yet. "My ribs hurt like a bitch. The concussion is getting worse rapidly and I think my shoulder is bleeding again"

Sam was stunned, he did not expect this.

Dean went on with a cheerful _lets annoy Sammy_ voice "On the bright side my arm is not bleeding any more but somehow I can still feel the pain of it. Isn't honesty fun Sammy?"

Sam ignored the taunting tone and focused on the situation. Dean was right this was completely different. He was used to Dean always being strong, always being fine, brushing off any hurts that he honestly didn't know what to do when he admits that he is in fact hurting. He should offer some sort of comfort right? Like reassure Dean that everything is going to be ok. But he had no idea how he could do that. Everything he could think of sounded weird or stupid. So he focused on what he knows what to do .. getting more information and asked "What concussion?!"

Dean sighed of course Sam was going to pick that "It's just a mild one I have had it for 3 days now."

"What were you thinking about when you had it?"

"What?!" Where the hell did this come from?

"Well, if talking about mum made that wound then you started to see how ludicrous it was to blame yourself about it and the wound started to heal maybe that is what we need to do to fix the rest of it just talk about each one separately and try to deal with it"

"But this time it didn't heal anything, it started a new one "

"Because it was a new thing you probably haven't thought about mum in that way in a long time, let's just try and We will deal with the situation on the go, right now I am going to make another cup of the herbs and let's see if they can help"

"Ok.. just remember you only have like … " Dean checked his phone 75 minutes left"

"Fine"

Sam walked to the kitchen area and started preparing the drink for his brother. He needed a minute to think. This curse was really powerful . The wound on his brothers arm kept getting deeper in front of his eyes and he had to admit that scared him shitless. What if he wasn't able to make Dean listen next time? He was barely able to reach him this time and his brother really had a lot under the surface. Who knows what other shit is there ? What if Sam can't handle all of it? How would that affect Dean? Sam signed yes this is going to be very hard but he have to do it. He has to keep going . Dean doesn't deserve to be left alone in all that pain.

Dean wasn't doing any better on the other side of the room. His brother's words were still confusing him. He spent so much time feeling guilty. Every time he thought of his mother it filled him with so much sadness that the only thing that made sense why he was feeling this bad that it had to have been his fault. He didn't have anybody to tell him otherwise when he was a kid. But his little brother is here and he is really trying to help him through this. Maybe he should grow up and try to listen.

"Here you go, Drink it slowly its hot" Sam said returning with the steaming cup. "Here take these too you haven't eaten anything in a long time"

"Power bars, seriously"

"It's the only thing we have right Now"

"Thanks"

Sam watched his brother take careful sips. Waited till he finished a whole bar which showed an amazing will of power, time was running. Then asked

"Let's start with the ribs. What were you thinking about when you had that?"

Dean sighed he really didn't want to go there but he knew from the beginning that there was no way around it "I was thinking about the first time this happened to me"

Yes Dean has mentioned that in what felt like ages ago but was actually just a couple of hours when this whole thing started "That was true then you had this before that's how you knew that it will were of soon ?"

"Yes"

"So what happened the first time? When was it?"

Dean really had no idea how he was gonna tell Sam this, he promised complete honesty so he decided he will do what he always did dive in head first and just get it over with "It happened after that case we worked in Wyoming with the pack of werewolves, I had just gotten my acceptance letter for the full ride scholarship to MIT but knew without a doubt that I can never go. That's why I was so distracted that the female werewolf almost got dad and didn't notice that she was actually spewing a spell as she was attacking. Next thing I knew I was in the hospital with a broken collarbone. When we checked out early and returned to the motel, out of nowhere, cuts started to show up on my arms. After a while I found out that they happened whenever my mind drifted to the acceptance letter that I still had, so I burned that letter and stopped thinking about the whole thing. After about a week the whole thing stopped. I don't know why this is taking longer though maybe the witch was just stronger or something. "

Sam was staring at him like he was seeing him for the first time ever. His mind was racing, bouncing all over the place trying to even begin to understand all that his brother was telling him. He couldn't his mind was turning into mush

"What ?!"

"Oh come on don't let me start all over again"

"How ?! .. What ?! .. When ?! ..God damn it Dean. How do you expect me to respond to that"

Dean didn't say anything. He knew better than to interrupt Sam while he was in the middle of a ramp. And oh yeah he was on a ramp alright.

"Maybe I can get the crap you have been telling me my whole life that it is your mission to protect me and you take that to unbelievable limits, Maybe I can get that you would keep an injury from me, keep me from helping you when you need it. But COME ON .. DEAN . MIT you got a full ride to MIT and this is how I find out about it"

Dean stayed quite his brother was not done yet

"Did dad know?!" he was trying to calm down trying to keep his focus on Dean

"No" he said in a small voice

"No.. what?! he didn't know about MIT or he didn't know about the curse all together ?"

"Both"

His anger was giving away to helplessness now. He didn't know what to do. He didn't even know what to think.

"Why Dean? Why didn't you even tell Dad?"

" What difference would that have made Sam? I didn't tell him about MIT because I knew that it would never have happened. What did you expect him to hang it up all of a sudden and stop for 4 years so that I could go to college? or maybe I could've just picked you up and bailed? I was taking care of you anyway I could have done it with the college work as well but that would have left Dad alone out there fighting all the evil on his lonesome taking away from him his only link to humanity left, his kids I couldn't do that to him I just couldn't"

"You didn't even think about just bailing did you ?"

"I would be lying if I said I didn't, but I couldn't do that either. You just turned 14, Dad would leave for weeks at a time and it was even worse when he was there. I had to drag you away from each other every 5 damn minutes, No I couldn't do that either. It was helpless"

"And the curse why didn't you tell him about the curse?"

"He was already disappointed in me. No need to add to it by telling him I was stupid enough to get cursed on top of everything else"

"There was nothing else, when have you ever disappointed Dad ? You were his perfect son you took care of everybody you .."

" That was not something he should be proud of. That was my job and I screwed up most of the time anyway and you know that. I did everything I can and both of you bailed the first chance you got that alone should tell you how screwed up I …Aaaaaaaaah"

Dean scream of pain shifted Sam's attention and everything inside froze for a second. Dean was holding his chest. His face screwed in agony. Sam could actually hear bones cracking." Dean screamed again the pain was exploding inside him. This time Sam was at his brothers side in a second. "Dean what it is man? What is happening?"

Dean couldn't answer, the pain was excoriating. The pressure in his chest kept building up he couldn't take a breath it was as if he was being ripped from the inside out

Fuck .. Fuck .. Fuck Dean was holding his chest it has to be his ribs, his freaking ribs were getting broken inside of him. Sam was panicking how the hell was he supposed to stop this?

"Dean .. DEAN you can snap out of this? Dean just listen to me listen to my voice" Dean eyes were glazed now and he was still holding his chest. He looked like he was fighting something growing inside his chest. Sam gripped his brother's face to get his attention . He had to make him listen right now

" Dean please listen to me. None of that is true. We did not bail because of you, Dad and I we both just wanted more and what we wanted was completely different we just wouldn't have made it work living together. We…"

Dean couldn't hear his brother any more the pain was too much it was everywhere surrounding him, drowning him his brother' voice was distant getting further away every second

"DEAN .. DEAN"

He knew Sam was there and he knew he should listen to that voice calling him but there was a calm darkness that was trying to swallow him and it was getting harder and harder to stay away from it

"Dean .. Please stay with me" Dean wanted to, he really did. But he was getting weaker, the pain was agony and he couldn't fight it any more. He has been fighting his pain for so long and despite his attempts to stay the darkness came and everything went black.


End file.
